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stood what I wanted, they milked a fat ewe into my
saucepan, and refused all payment but a cigarette
apiece. The gendarme appeared relieved to see me
come back alive, but he left me to make my own
purchases for the rest of the journey.
It took nine days to float down to Mosul, as the
river was almost at its lowest, but I have never
enjoyed   a  journey   more.    Soon   after   leaving
Diarbekir the river runs through a range of lime-
stone hills, cutting its way between cliffs three or
four hundred feet high.    I found that the oars were
used not so much to propel the raft as to save
it from being dashed to pieces at the bends of the
river.   Furious rapids were succeeded by long, still
reaches of beautifully clear water, down which
the raft moved so slowly that I could easily swim
to the shore, run along the warm sand, and swim
out to meet it again before the rapids came once
more.   One such bathe I shall always remember.
I was dozing in my hut, when I was roused by the
raft-man saying " Deep—very deep/'   I looked
out and saw that we were in a reach where the left
bank came down steeply into the water, ending in a
level terrace screened with tall grasses and a tangle
of river flowers,   On the other bank was a shingly
beach, beyond which stretched a limitless expanse of
desert.   The cool, green water was deeper than it
had ever been before, and I threw off my clothes and
plunged in head-foremost, climbing up on to the
raft again and again for the rare pleasure of another
dive.
My cooking was a perpetual amusement, and the
porridge a great success* Every now and then
we tied up at some village on the bank, where I
bought supplies while the raft-men mended and

